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ing and living somehow, \\e all knew that our da\s were numbered*
Reports reached us that streams of emhans and large units of the army were moving southward, blocking the available roads, waiting hours and e\en da\s at the barn-cade on Sikorski A\enue Conditions \\ere quieter in the south of Warsaw, and waiting at the "bloodiest barricade" on Sikorski Avenue did not seem as bad as crouching in cellars of crumbling houses in constant danger of being buried alive
September 2nd came in clouds of smoke, and we were compelled to spend the greater part of the da\ in the shelters. Still the evacuation orders for the civilian population in our district had not been issued Many of the cellars were half filled with earth and bncks. Now and then a stray shell would find its way even into a shelter In our own basement such a shell was stalled in its course by a pile of sand put up against the window for protection.
About noon the German bombardment quieted down a little and I went out to see what was happening in God's good world. The sight was miserable, the Red Cross station even more so. Shell splinters were lodged in the furniture, and I tried to pull out a few pieces which were still hot Then I packed some bandages and medicines in a hat box to take down to Zofia in the cellar. As far as one could see from here our position at the comer of Obozna Street was unchanged. I saw our soldiers lying in the garden, their guns in hand, and Nalecz stmdfog by his "catapult" Two more boys, forming his crew, were lying alongside a row of small bottles of explosives, ready to be "fired.** OB the bairfcade there were etev^ea of oar men. Two others stood in the gateway erf Na 18 Topfel Street; that meant that our contact witib Sergeant Put-kowskfs machine-gun nest beyond was stffi berog maintained*